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Alex woke from his comfortable bed to find himself in some strange place. It was much to cartoonish to be 
any real place except for some movie set in Hollywood. It felt familiar though, but he couldn't place it. It wasn't 
anything he'd ever filmed in. He knew he shouldn't have had those apple muffins this close to bedtime; at least 
they didn't have any pot in them. Weird dreams he could handle, and he started to look around this foreign 
landscape with its gently rolling hills and small brook, some odd combination of Willy Wonka and Alice in 
Wonderland. 


"Hello?" a small voice called out from down one of the larger slopes. "I can see you!" 


Alex could see a figure dressed in white at the bottom, waving at him. "| can see you too!" He patted his 
pockets for his phone, looking around at the ground upon realizing he didn't have it. With nothing better to do, 
he slowly made his way down the grassy slope towards the man - he assumed it was a man although the 
voice was kinda iffy sounding. 


As he got closer he reckoned it was a Hobbit. A bit on the short side, bit of a mostly grey beard, multicolored 
hair, natural fibers and an apparent demeanor of joviality. The feet though, no way Hobbit feet were hiding in 
those Birkenstocks. White athletic socks and Birkenstocks, this was no Hobbit. He was either another Canadian, 
probably a Newfie, or a Floridian. And dressed like an Indigo Girl fanclub member. What kind of apples had gone 
into those muffins? 


"Hi," the little man proclaimed, still waiving his hand. "Welcome." 
"Uuuh, hi," said Alex as he clod down the last few meters. "Nice to meet you." When Alex stopped in front of 
the figure, he looked much less like someone he would like to be dreaming about. No Buffalo Jills cheerleaders 


in this dream. 


"Have you been here before?" He man had his head cocked to the side slightly, and seemed to be continually 


repressing a smile. 
Alex looked around again. "Nope, first time. You?" 
The little man smiled. "| live here." 


Alex waited for him to continue, which he didn't. "My name is Alex, by the way." He stuck out his hand. "Nice 


to meet you.” 


"Alex," the man mused. "Oh yes, Alex. Good that you're here. My name is Jon Anderson" Alex blinked. "| used to 


be in Yes." 
Alex still hadn't let go of Jon's hand, momentarily stunned. "Ah, Yes, of course. Used to play your records all 
the time." Alex suddenly remembered to let go of Jon's hand. "Well, you're not exactly who | expected to see in 


my dreams. Bit of a shocker, eh?" 


Jon only murmured. "Ah, yes, well, | expect we are waiting on one more person. Would you like to walk to the 


stream and wait for him?" 

Alex shrugged. "Sure, I'm free until about six, then I've got a round of golf scheduled early.” 

Jon held his hand as they walked though the rolling prairie, trees dotting the horizon in small clusters as the 
scenery seemly changed with each step adding to Alex's disorientation. It was like a not so bad acid trip, only 


without the trees melting and the grass blades being super interesting. The clouds, when Alex looked up... 


"Wow, cooll" Alex pointed at some of the odd cloud formations and Northern Lights bouncing through the 
midday sun. 


"If that impresses you, you should see the ocean. Looks almost exactly like the Isle of Skye from my brother's 


house." 


"How far is that?" Alex feared the dream would end soon, and as cool as it was to meet Jon Anderson, he kind 


of feared who his brain would supply as this third person Jon was talking about. 


"Just over the mountains." Jon pointed to the double peaks. "Cerro San Luis and Bishop Peak." 


Even by car Alex figured it would take a few hours, and there didn't seem to be any cars here. Then again, 
two minutes ago there were no mountains either. He resigned himself to finding the stream Jon was leading 


them toward. 


Jon's hand was still curled around his as they walked, it felt neither strange nor completely right either. The 
last thing Alex was going to do was let go; Jon did say he lived there and seemed to have some control over 


the world Alex was currently in 


The stream turned out to be not much more than a small creek, while it was picturesque it certainly wasn't 
enough to even fish in or canoe down. Under the large pine tree that nestled into the gentle curve of the 
stream sat a mon. His trainers were off and his pants rolled up, his feet gently kicking in the slow current. 


Alex thought he looked like the man at the bank last week. Familiar, but again Alex couldn't place him. 


"Hello," Jon waved and said in his little British accent. "You must be Carl" The man pulled his feet out of the 
creek and jumped to his feet, belying his graying hair. 


"Why if it isn't Jon Anderson himself" Carl swooped down and wrapped Jon in a hug, breaking his hand apart 
from the death grip Alex had been using. When Carl put Jon down he looked over at Alex. "Who've you got with 


you Jon?" 
‘lm Alex." Carl squinted, obviously trying to place him. "Lifeson, from Rush." 


Recognition dawned on Carl's oddly youthful face. "Oh yeah yeah yeah, right, yeah. | just remember you from 


the 10's, you know how it is." Carl held out his hand this time. "Carl Palmer, from Emerson, Lake, and." 


It was now Alex's turn to conceal his shock while shaking hands. The man looked maybe mid forties at most 
except for the amount of grey hair, and was easily several years older than Alex himself. "Wow, what a 


gathering today. Did | fall out of bed and hit my head or just leave my Iphone on shuffle/repeat?" 
"I thought the same thing! | had some applesauce with my before bed medications, and then blammo, | wake up 
here. Wherever that is. Its like the late sixties." They both looked around at the tree, the grass, and the creek. 


"| didn't want to leave where | was. Didn't see anything around. Can't seem to wake myself up either.” 


"Same here, but | saw Jon at the bottom of the hill and well, here we are. Question is who's the Scarecrow 


and who's the Mad Hatter?" 

Carl thought on the odd mash of references. "Oooh, funny that," Jon piped up, brushing past them and on to 
something else. Under the bower of the pine tree was now a hookah, right like Alex had imagined from Alice in 
Wonderland. 

"Did you say you had apples before bed?" Alex asked as the two men watched Jon fuss with the hookah. 


"Yeah, every night after drum clinic. Meds with applesauce, keeps the acid reflux away at night" 


"That's odd, ‘cus | had some apple muffins as a late night snack before | went up to bed" 
"You have a dream like this before ever?" Carl scratched his chin, deep in thought. 


Alex shook his head. "Nope." Jon was still messing with the hookah, kneeling next to the creek and getting some 
water. "| gotta get a shrink, find out why I'm dreaming about the two of you instead of some Playmates or 


college co-eds." 


“There, all done now." Jon wiped his hands on his trousers and waved them over. He pulled a lighter out of a 


pocket and lit the hookah, stashing the lighter back into a pocket. "Come. Sit." 


Carl and Alex joined Jon in a triangle around the hookah, watching as Jon unwound the hose and brought it to 
his lips. He passed it over to Alex after drawing in a lungful. Alex looked at Carl who only shrugged. "I don't 
really.. you know." Carl flashed him the OK sign and clearly looked unbelieving. 


Alex took a deep drag and passed it on to Carl, not at all surprised by the skunky taste of the weed Jon had 
loaded it with. He let the smoke drift from his lungs. "At least part of this dream isn’t totally weird 


Carl still held the hose. "You're life is very boring if this is weird. I've woken up in worse places." 
Alex was a bit hurt. He was as rock and roll as the rest of them, maybe just a bit more reserved due to his 
marriage and his golf habit. It's not like they didn't party back in the day. "Have you seen the sky?" Alex 


pointed through the pine branches. "And the mountains that suddenly appear at his command?" 


Jon was leaning back on his hands, legs crossed like an Indian. Carl turned to look behind him at the looming San 


Luis Obispo hills. "Where are we exactly? Did we all die in some freak musician accident?" 

"You're on my astral plane." Jon stopped, like that explained everything. 

"Uuuuuh, okaaaay," Alex stretched out. Talking with Jon was like talking to someone who was high, not an easy 
feat and very rarely insightful. "So how do we go back? Not that this isn't cool," he was quick to add, "but | 
really do have to get up in the morning and my family would be kinda mad if | died in my sleep or something 
stupid like that." 


‘I'd always thought I'd spontaneously combust or something Spinal Tappish, you know. Dying in my sleep just 
sounds so pedestrian" Carl finally passed the hookah back to Jon who looked only slightly put off. 


"You will both go home, it is so easy." Jon took a slow drag, small bubbles trickling through the bottom of the 
hookah. "You're halfway there." 


"Great," Alex smiled. 


"How did we get here?" Carl asked, sitting up straighter and paying attention 
Alex nodded. "Yeah, | don't mind visiting wherever this is, but | need to control it a bit" 


"lts the apples, | had applesauce, it was a new brand the wife bought at Tesco. He said he had apple muffins as 


a snack." Carl looked over at Alex and then back at Jon, waiting for an answer. 
“Apples. Apples." Jon contemplated. "Last year, | was walking around a field in New York An apple farm." 
Both Alex and Carl were listening intently now. 


"And | had a bit of a wee against a tree. Call of nature, you know," he explained unnecessarily. "And the roots 


probably soaked it up and then the apples grew." 


Alex wrinkled his nose and then started to wipe at his tongue. Carl made a gagging noise. "Only Colman's from 
now on. Uuck." 


"So you pissed on an apple tree and now we're here." Alex looked around at the changing landscape. "How do | 
get home?" 


Jon only smiled, looking more like the Cheshire Cat now than ever. "You just have to reach your ultimate 


karmic zenith on this plane and then you fall back down." 


Alex blinked in confusion. Carl squinted. "D'ya mean.." Alex noticed he was twirling his wedding band. "Once we 
get off, we get off? Get out?" Carl stumbled, rather oddly blushing for a man of his age and experience. "Sod 
that," he said getting up and walking out from under the pine bough. 


"Wait! Carll" Alex called after him 


Carl stopped suddenly when the branches cleared and he saw the green fire in the clouds for the first time. 
He very quickly stepped off the grass and back under the protection of the ancient tree. "Fucking hell." 


He sat in the dirt again by the hookah, trying to make some sense of it all. Alex spoke first. "So, if we come, 
then we wake up back home, right? | mean, | can go behind that tree and be back in my bed in five minutes." 


"Right, mind if | go first? Got a GP appointment in the morning. Might have to add on a psych referral as well” 


Carl was already up again and walking over to the creek where Alex first found him. 


‘Ill give you ten minutes, alright?" Alex turned his back to the tree and started playing La Villa Strangiato in his 
head. He could count the ten minutes without a watch and still manage to keep himself occupied. He was done 
with Jon, tired of his non-answers. It was his fault they were here in the first place. He closed his eyes and 
played along in his head, pacing out each solo and time change, trying to ignore the rustle of Carl over his 


shoulder. 


Near the end of the song, Alex was still doing the Monster's Reprise bit in his head and didn't hear the slow 
footsteps on the dry needles. "Didn't work," Carl stood a few paces behind Alex, digging his heel in the dirt. "Still 


here." 


"Dammit," Alex swore and looked over his shoulder to make sure it was Carl and not some fake apparition. 
"Now what?" 


Carl squatted down beside Alex and leaned in. "I'm not normally given to homicidal urges, but | feel the need to 
kill the little Lanky shit right now. If it's only a dream I'll wake up just fine and have gotten it out of my 


system." 


"Whoa," Alex waived his hands a little. "Whoa, I'm Canadian, | can't kill someone." Carl, deadpan, just stared flatly 
at Alex. "Except with politeness, and donuts." 


"God, I'm fucked." Carl hid his face in his hands and rubbed his face. "I just want to go home." 


"What is he doing?" Alex's inflection was enough to get Carl to look up and over to a quiet Jon who was 
starting to slide off his clothing and drop them in a messy pile. "Oh my god, | did not need to see that." Indeed, 
Jon had just slid off his linen trousers, revealing not a science of God, but a dangly male appendage and too 


much gray hair. 
"| don't think | like where this is going," Carl confided. 


"Now, now, be good boys. | will help you get home. You just need some chakric energy to get back to where 


you came from." A red blanket appeared on the ground and Jon kneeled on it. "This will take you back home." 


"Fuck this, I'm off." Carl got up and started to follow the stream down water and away from the mountains. He 
didn't get very far before jogging back out of breath and a little pale looking. "I am not gay. There has to be 


some other way." 


Jon kept his hands on his knees. "Please, Love Beach? Pfft." Carl squinted and looked like he was setting up to 
be an angry bull, charging at the Spaniard strolling down his street. "There is no other way." Jon leered at Carl. 
"Besides, you still are half naked at shows, it shouldn't bother someone with so nice a physical form." 


Carl's mouth had dropped open. "Did he just say that?" He turned to look at Alex. "Was | just hit on by Jon 
Anderson?" Alex tried to suppress his giggles. "I don't even do drugs anymore, and l'm certainly not drunk 
enough for this." 


Channeling his inner Neil, Alex had a thought flash through his mind. "You still wanna go home?" 


"Yeah, | can't stay here and he bloody." Carl had turned to point down the river where he had tried to escape, 
but Alex reached over and grabbed him by the shirt, pulling him close and giving him a kiss on the lips. 


Carl pushed him away. "What the fucking fuck is wrong with you?" 


‘Its not my usual way to pick someone up, but I'd really like to get home too, and apparently he wants a show. 
You are the better of two options." Alex bit his lip. He wasn't happy about the situation either, but between 


Jon or Carl, he'd already made a fairly logical choice. “Sorry.” 


Carl eyed up Alex, and then looked back at a naked Jon lounging on the blanket. Then he looked one more time 
over his shoulder at the outside world. "You think if | drowned myself in the river I'd wake up at home in the 


bath?" 

It set Alex on full on bitch mode. "Well, sorry I'm no Mr. Universe but I've not had any complaints." 

Carl eyed him again "Are you gay?" 

Alex just rolled his eyes. "I've been married to a woman for forty years," which was perfectly true and allowed 
Alex to skip over actually answering the question. "Look," he was tired of Carl dragging his feet. “Just... 


whatever. Nevermind." 


"Wha.. Alex?" Alex had walked over to the far side of the canopy and was looking out at the mutant sky. “Alex, 
I'm sorry." Carl stopped a bit behind him. "It's just, I'm not into guys, nothing personal. | just want to go home." 


"I do to. Want to go home," Alex clarified. "I'm willing to do what it takes, and hopefully have it be less worse 
than it has to be. Not as bad. Whatever." His words failed him under stress and he knew he sounded like a 
stupid idiot but he just hoped he got his point across. "It's obviously not Jon, or not Jon as we know him, and if 
shit like this," Alex pointed to the fairytale landscape, "is happening, this is obviously not real, so it doesn't 


count." 
Carl fell quiet behind him. Alex could feel his eyes staring into the back of his head. He needed a cigarette 
badly. "God damn it," Carl said softly. "Alright, but on one condition" Alex turned to face him and get 


arrangements made. "Don't touch my ass. Don't go anywhere near it even. And I'm not going near yours." 
Alex nodded but couldn't quite look Carl in the eye. "Yeah, ok. That still leave a lot of options." 
"Can we.." Carl looked past Alex again and over towards the tree, inclining his chin 


"| uhhh, think he wants to watch." Alex grimaced as he said it. Jon was watching them even now, his hand 
working on his semi-hard cock "Uuugh, god, that's just so wrong.” 


Carl scrunched up his nose, quickly looking away from Jon. "Alright, so kit off, yeah?" 


"Yeah, | guess." Alex looked around and slipped his shirt over his head, dropping it into the dirt. Carl folded his 
and set it on a pile of pine needles before starting of his jeans. 


Alex stared. The years had been kind to Carl; no longer the rail thin youth, he had filled out nicely and looked 
good. Alex, on the other hand had one too many beers and barbecues. With a sigh he sent his own jeans south 
leaving everything in the same messy pile. Carl had his neatly stacked and folded, the barest amount of 


material touching the pine needles. 


"You want to, ummm... Just.." Carl stepped closer to Alex and touched his shoulder. Alex took the lead and 
smashed their mouths together again, no pretense of romance. Carl soon loosened up and returned the kiss, 
hands still nervously on Alex's shoulder and arm. Pulling him by the waist, Alex mashed them together, feeling 
Carl's warmth against his hairy belly. 


Carl surprised him by reaching down between them and grabbing Alex's cock without warning. He startled and 
broke the kiss, stilling as he looked at Carl's cheekbones. The hand felt good and he felt things begin to stir. 
Carl nipped at his lips and leaned even closer out of Jon's hearing. "Stop pretending," he whispered. "I know you 


like it" 


"I just want to go home." Carl tightened his hand on the word ‘home’, forcing more blood into Alex's rapidly 


enlarging penis. "I'll never eat dollar store muffins again, | swear." 
ging p g 


"You think this is just some bad dream you can forget about in the morning?" Carl's grip was fierce and his 
pace brutal. "What makes you think this is any less real than the rest? I've seen grown men piss themselves 
and cry for their mummies." Alex wasn't sure what he was on about, but with his cock being stroked he didn't 
particularly care. "I know what assholes like you are like. | know what they want." Carl was spitting into his hair, 
warm breath and dagger words curling around his ear. Carl's free hand wrapped around Alex's hip and held his 
back. "You pretend you don't want it while all the time you do, and once you get it, you don't know what to do 
with it" 


Carl's cock brushed against Alex's leg and groin as the assault continued. "If you were really dreaming this just 
to get home again, you'd be helping me get home as well" Carl thrust against Alex, humping his leg. "Maybe | 


want to go home just as much." 


Alex dragged a hand down to Carl's junk, wrapping his fingers around the unseen length and beginning to stroke. 
"See, there ya go. That wasn't so hard, was it?" Carl shifted against him. "Just think of some girl with big tits 
and loose morals." Alex ran through his normal fodder of wank material, unable to focus on anything in this 


situation. "Be home in no time." 


"Fuck, | spent years learning how not to come so fast." Alex bit his lip and tried to picture anything. His brain 
was blank. "Fuck." 


Hands on his ass made him jump. Carl's hands were on his dick and his back, these were new hands. He jumped 


and pushed Carl backwards, who stumbled but caught himself. 


Jon snickered and smiled under Alex's glare. "Tick tock, tick tock," he said and curled a lone finger at both men, 
calling them back to him. Jon's hands went immediately back to Alex's hips, smoothing circles around his ass 
and brushing too close to his crack Carl stood before Alex, feet slightly apart and unmoving. 


Alex left the unwanted hands to travel over his back and chose to deal with Carl first, whose hands 
stubbornly refused to return to his cock. Alex held his hands out with a giant question etched on his face in 


an moment of channeling William Shatner. 


Carl's face was cold, suddenly he didn't look like he was stuck in this place with Alex, and Alex feared the little 


viewing of Carl's domination streak would be more than just a fluke. 


"On your knees," Carl commanded. "Now." He pointed at the dirt and Alex looked around. Jon was glued to his 
rear end and Carl had gone all strange again. Carl quickly put his fists on Alex's shoulders and pushed him 
down, a show of force that Alex was none too keen on. Jon let go as Alex fell to the ground, one small miracle 
that Alex was happy about for a microsecond until Carl grabbed his jaw. "You are going to get me home, got 
it?" Alex nodded quickly. There were a lot of things that he used his jaw for. Hands, legs, they healed up, but 
he needed his face. "Suck it." 


With a deep breath, Alex swallowed his pride and Carl's cock. He was convinced now that this was just some 
horrible dream; perhaps too many Ambien. The dick in his mouth certainly felt real, but the mind is a 
wonderful thing, especially when it is unwanted. The hands came back to Alex's rear as he tried his best to get 
dream-Carl off and back home for both of them. Wetness appeared at his rear, and he pulled away from Carl 
to see what Jon was doing. The crazed elf had his tongue poking out between pursed lips, eyes focused in 
concentration. Jon looked up long enough to meet Alex's gaze as a lone, cold finger worked its way past his 
anus. The smile that formed on Jon's lips was nothing short of nightmare evil, so Alex turned his attentions 


back to Carl and the less threatening view of an erection and some pubes. 


Closing his throat, Alex let his lips slide on a thin layer of spit. Carl grabbed at his hair as Jon's fingers pushed 
at his rear, poking and twisting and stretching him. With his fingers around Alex's hair, Carl pushed himself in 
and out of Alex's mouth, starting a driving pace and leaving little time for Alex to suck in a quick breath on 


each out stroke. 


Alex felt Jon's cold fingers pull away, and the heat of his body lean against his backside. Small hands scrabbled 
between them, nails digging into Alex's hips as Jon lined up and pushed himself inside of Alex. Choking with the 
sudden pain, Alex pushed himself off of Carl and fell to his elbows, sucking in steadying breaths and trying to 
get his muscles to relax. Jon plowed in through Alex's obvious pain, muttering something about Mother Spirit 
and Third Eye. Alex wheezed, forcing himself to relax and not to try and push Jon out. It left Carl in a lurch, 
and Carl quickly strong armed Alex again, gripping him by the root of his recently transplanted hair and giving 
a healthy tug. 


A dick was smashed into his lips and Alex caught it with his tongue, no longer actively participating but just 
trying to avoid harm. He could feel his abused lips swell up and the crack at the corner of his mouth tear 


infinitesimally each time Carl's cock hit the back of his throat. His jaw was on fire, and Alex wasn't sure how 
much longer he could hold out until he either choked or bit down. The pain in his rear end had eased slightly, 
Jon still doing his thing back there, but he seemed to be sliding a bit easier despite the earlier rough entry. 


Carl's hand wormed its way between his hips and Alex's face during a slight pause. Hands wrapped around the 
base, stroking the root and pushing Alex back slightly. After a few hard jerks, Carl froze and came, sending his 
come onto Alex's tongue. Alex choked through his nose and spit out what he could, gasping for air and once 

again falling on his elbows in the dirt. Carl slowly stumbled backward, fading slowly as he caught his breath and 


went back to whatever plane he'd originally came from. 


"Ooh, that's one then," said Jon, his small hands still on Alex's back. Alex watched as a translucent Carl tried to 
pick up his neatly folded clothes, only to have his hands go through the pile with no effect. He faded out of 
sight, still trying to cover his nudity and grab his shoes. "What ‘cha say we make it two?" Jon slapped Alex on 
his butt, causing him to twist and look around at the loonie. Alex gave up when Jon just resumed his pace, 
silent for the time. 


Alex looked straight ahead, past the pine trunk and back to the strange world he were in The tall prairie grass 
swayed with a silent wind while the candy colored trees looped and arched to the ground. It was still surreal, 


made no better by knowing Jon had pissed in his food and Carl had just come in his mouth. 


Alex just grit his teeth and kept as still as he could This dream or whatever it was was certainly hanging on a 


bit too long, and he worried he would miss his tee time by oversleeping again 

Jon slowed and came to a stop, cock still buried inside Alex's ass. "You're not enjoying this, are you?" 

Alex managed to find his voice, strained by the earlier abuse and cracking as he tried not to scream. "No, l'm 
fucking not" Jon's fingers ran over the back of Alex's hips, small soothing circles that irritated Alex more than 
anything else. "I just want to go home." 

"I thought you like being kidnapped." Alex scrunched his face up in disbelief. 

"Who the fuck likes being kidnapped? | certainly don't!" 

Jon gripped Alex's sides, holding him still. "What was his name? Ricky?" 

Alex wracked his memory. "Ricky? Ricky? Julian and Ricky?" He facepalmed himself, adding a nice layer of dirt 
on his face. "That was a TV show, not real you idiot." Alex dropped his forehead to the dirt. "And they didn't do 
this.. they just tied me up and stole my clothes." 


"Sounds ki nky." 


"Just let me go alright? | don't want to play your fucking games anymore." Alex squirmed and started trying to 
get away. 


Jon let him get to his knees and straighten up, Jon sliding out of him. "Now you're starting to sound like 
Christopher," he said with a frown. 


"Just send me home." He gathered up his clothes, turning his shirt right side out and sliding it back over his 
head. 


Jon looked him up and down. With a huff, he said, "Fine." Alex felt his stomach get queasy and then the world 


spun, the pine tree a green and brown swirl as Alex fell to the ground. 


FKE 


Something was knocking loudly in his ear. Metallic, and enough to shake him from his slumber. The bright light 
blinded him even behind his sunglasses and he immediately sat up and closed his drooling mouth, the metal 
support for the roof no longer digging into his scalp. 


A groundskeeper in beige uniform held the pliers that had been knocking against the golf cart Alex was asleep 


in. "Choo no sleep here, senor. Go home." 


Alex rubbed at the back of his head and got his bearings. Seeing that he was now fully clothed and apparently 
asleep in the middle of a the fourth hole, he quickly stretched and apologized. "I'm so sorry. Too many late 
nights, you know." 


The groundskeeper, Hugo, his nametag said, nodded and backed away. Alex turned the key and the golf cart 
zoomed to life. "People play through choo, justa no good sleep here miho." 


Alex waived at Hugo, slowly starting the cart back on the path. When he was around a bend in the path he 
pulled out his cell phone and checked the time. He had to figure out who to call to get a hold of Carl Palmer, 
and quickly. Just for safety measures he also deleted the name of that Lebanese place he had upper at last 


right. Those were some weird dreams he never wanted to experience again. 


